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Be Careful What You Wish For 


Author's Notes: 
Huge thanks to Evaine and Andy for the edits! 


| first started working on this baby in May and after much blood, sweat and tears, I'm very proud to present 
my first attempt at.. comedy. 


Be Careful What You Wish For 


Adrift on the treacherous sea, brave Captain Ulrich watched helplessly from the wheelhouse as his rudderless 
ship was drawn inexorably towards a great maelstrom of despair. The current pulled them past immense, 


jagged icebergs which--upon closer inspection--turned out to be boxes of paperwork... 


Lars opened his eyes and found that his world was still full of icebergs. He sat up, shedding the sheaf of 


paperwork which had topped onto him as he slept, and scrubbed the back of his hand over his eyes. Blinking 
blearily he surveyed his office: document boxes littered the room, lining the walls and dotted randomly across 
the floor like ice floes. Insisting on going over the accounts himself had not been the smartest of ideas, he 


conceded. A paper clip slowly peeled away from his cheek and fell to the desk with a ping 

He pushed back from the desk, bent down and picked up the papers. They were all hopelessly muddled. "Shit," he 
muttered. "I wish | had a fucking fairy godmother to take care of this shit." He spread the papers out on his 
desk and started to meticulously put them back in order. 

By mid-afternoon, he'd used up all his paper clips and was beginning to wonder why he'd started a band in the 
first place. /t was supposed to be fun! No one ever mentioned paperwork! A timid knock at the door heralded the 


arrival of a very confused-looking gopher whose name he couldn't remember. Lianne? Lisa? Leigh? 


"Um, your three o'clock appointment is here, Mr. Ulrich." She consulted her clipboard. "Your fairy godmother." 
She stepped aside and a tall, white-suited woman appeared in the doorway. 


"My wha" Lars said. 


"Fairy godmother. That's what it says in your schedule." Lianne-Lisa-Leigh brandished her clipboard defiantly 
and backed away, closing the door behind her. 


Lars turned his attention to his visitor. Where did she get off surveying Ais office with that imperious tilt to 
her head. "I don't have any fucking appointments. And | certainly don't have a fucking fairy godmother--" 


"Language, Mr Ulrich!" Her tone was sharp. 
"Who the fuck are you, lady?" 


"Allow me to introduce myself. My name is Ms Prim, Selene Prim. | am your fairy godmother." She strode 


across the room and gave him a brisk handshake, then proffered her business card. 
In a daze, Lars took it. In raised letters, on thick, finely-milled card stock, it read: 
Selene Prim 
Fairy Godmother 
Lars turned it over in his fingers, looking for something more, an email address, a phone number, anything. But 
there was nothing. 


"Fairy godmother?" 


She nodded. "Yes. Your fairy godmother. I've already explained this, Mr Ulrich. Do try to pay attention” She 


narrowed her eyes in slight disapproval. 
Lars stood in the middle of his office, flabbergasted as she continued. 
| can see that I'll have plenty to keep me busy here." 


First things first.. please go shave and shower. You look," she wrinkled her nose, "and smell revolting. I'll call my 
hairdresser and make an appointment for a remedial haircut while you freshen up; you look positively dreadful, 


darling. Who on earth let you dye your hair blonde?" 
She shooed him out of the door, with a parting admonishment, "And don't forget to wash behind your ears!" 


He took a few steps down the corridor then stopped. What the fuck just happened? Tip-toeing--for some 
inexplicable reason--back to the door, he peeked around the door frame and watched as Ms Prim--no, he 
couldn't call her that. On the other hand, Selene... No, he couldn't call her that either. So, Ms Prim it was, then- 
-clacked her way delicately through the chaos, to his desk. Damn, she was tall, and he did like them tall, even if 


she seemed to be an utter shrew... Not bad-looking either. 
Without turning her head, she snapped, "Don't dawdle, Mr Ulrich." 


He scuttled away. 


ww 
Selene tsked as she took in the unmitigated chaos which was Lars's office. She stared in disbelief at a pile of 
papers which positively bristled with paper clips. Numerous empty soft drinks cans dotted the room, adding 
cheerful accents of colour amid the mess. One such can, stuffed full of cigarette butts, precariously topped 
off one of the stacks. Selene pulled a handkerchief out of her purse and gingerly dropped it into the brim-full 
trash can; grey-ish brown dregs of cola trickled out leaving a sticky trail of ash on the sleek leather trim of 
the trash can, 


After inspecting the plush executive chair for hidden dangers, Selene sat down and began to flick through the 
paperwork. Time passed quickly as she worked her way through the stack of documents, halving the number of 
paper clips, all the while taking copious notes on a sleek silver PDA pulled from her capacious purse. This was 
going to be a challenge; enjoyable, but a challenge nonetheless. The financials were in appallingly bad shape. 


Tongue between teeth, she tapped madly at her PDA.. album fo be released ASAP.. need 5 milion fo break even.. 


A cadaverous, balding man stuck his head around the door, breaking her concentration. "Um, | wondered if we 


could move your session forward? I've got some lyrics...” He blinked owlishly. "Oh," he said. "You're not Lars." 


Selene rolled her eyes. Clearly there was an abundance of genius here. "And you are?" she enquired icily, 


arching an eyebrow. 


"Phil Towle." He straightened to his full height and brushed lint from his sweater as he peered at her, a 


confused look upon his face. 


Selene consulted her PDA. "Ah, yes. You're the therapist, correct?" Phil nodded. "Tell me, Phil," Selene rested 
her elbows on the table and steepled her hands. She smiled sweetly. "Do you feel that you've made positive 
progress here?" She motioned him in with a nod of her head. Did he actually think that dog's dinner of a 


sweater was attractive? 


Phil sat down, "Well.. we've established clear lines of communication within the band.. everyone knows what the 
problems are, and | have every confidence that we'll pull together as a positive, functional family in no time at 


all," he said earnestly, a broad smile spreading across his face. 
"But are they happy, Mr Towle?" She leaned forward and regarded him intently. 
"Er--" 


"Does this look like the office of a happy and healthy man?" She waved her hand around, taking in the sheer 
amount of mess. "No one could honestly say that Mr Ulrich or his colleagues are actually happy." 


Phil's face crumpled. "I've tried my best, | really have...” 


"Then clearly your best isn't good enough. Must do better, eh?" She sat back in the chair and watched Phil tug 
at his collar and squirm. "For all your pretty words, what have you achieved? You pull their pain to the skin 
like a boil, yet you seem unable to lance it, and so it festers. Yet you seem content to take their money, line 


your pockets with gold...” 


Phil fished a stained and crumpled handkerchief out of his pocket and blew his nose at length. "I--l'll be right 
back," he mumbled, then dashed towards the door. His footsteps thundered along the corridor at a fast jog and 
trailed away as he descended the stairs. A few minutes later she heard a car start up in the parking lot. 


Selene pulled another stack of papers across the desk and set to work again, humming a happy little tune under 


her breath. 


we 
Squeaky clean and filled with trepidation, Lars emerged from the shower. He padded back to his office, towelling 
his hair roughly but to his great relief there was no sign of Ms Prim. Everything looked normal.. maybe she 

was a hallucination? Feeling much happier, he wandered downstairs towards the studio and the sound of a loud 


argument. A door slammed, then feet drummed along the corridor toward him. The stampeding herd of 


wildebeest was headed in his direction. Oh shit 


"Lars! Who the fuck is that woman?" James thundered to a halt in front of him, a furious snarl twisting his 
features. "She's got Randy and Bob tidying up all the fucking wiring with colour-coded cable ties and all that 
shit. We're not allowed to do anything until we put everything away?!" He rolled his eyes emphatically. 


Rob butted in, "She wants everything to be neat and tidy" He spat the last words out with a look of profound 


distaste on his face. 
so. Not a hallucination. Well, at least Im not going fucking crazy... 
"She called my guitars ‘silly little toys!" Kirk's voice was approaching a full-blown whine. Lars winced. 


"And so they are, Mr Hammett" Ms Prim had silently appeared behind them; Lars was relieved to note that all 


four of them jumped at her voice. 


| can see why you called me in, Mr Ulrich. You really are in the most dreadful pickle here. However, | have 
dealt with more challenging clients in the past... Setting your life back on track will require a great deal of 


effort on your part, but your dreams will come true!" 


"Aren't you just supposed to wave your wand or something?" Lars asked weakly. He slumped against the wall, 


staring at his feet, then flinched at the sound of a sharply drawn breath. 


"Certainly not! | don't know whose shoddy work you've encountered prior to engaging myself, however, | firmly 
believe that fairy-godmothering is a synergetic partnership between myself and the dear, darling child whose 
life needs to be nudged back on track. Which means, Mr Ulrich, that | shall orchestrate the work which needs 


to be done, and you will carry it out" 


She flashed a bright smile at him, revealing even white teeth. "Its the only way to create permanent 
happiness, you know!" she trilled, then swished off, leaving Lars with a distinct impression of rustling skirts. 


As soon as she was out of earshot, the other three surrounded him. Lars's fertile imagination supplied tendrils 
of steam snorting from James's nose, but even without his imaginings, Kirk and Rob looked pissed. Definitely 


not good.. fuck. He held his hands up in front of him, trying to look peaceful.. and to ward them off. 


"Look, | didn't fucking hire her. She just.. turned up. Okay?" His eyes darted left, right looking for an escape, and 
back to the furious faces of his band-mates. 


"She says that you hired her, Lars." From the sound of it, James was about to lose the benefits of his anger 


management counselling. 

"Silly little toys!" Kirk was clearly rather upset about that remark. 

"Fuck. | didn't fucking hire her." 

"Dear, darling child?" Rob mimicked Ms Prim, a mixture of horror and wonder colouring his voice. 


James leaned in close. Hot breath hit Lars's face as he spoke with uncharacteristic quiet, "Fix it, Lars. Just 
fucking fix it" He wheeled around and began to stalk down the corridor. "Ah fuck it.. 'm going home." 


we 
Lars sat on the kitchen table, one leg drawn up onto his lap. He was happily engrossed in picking his foot when 
staccato footsteps drifted in from the corridor. As they drew closer, he could hear an underlying layer of low 


grumbling and complaining. All too soon, James, Kirk and Rob came into view, followed by.. Ms Prim. 


"We do not sit upon the table, Mr Ulrich. Nor do we pick one's feet in polite company," she said, in lieu of a 
greeting. 


Lars snorted. "Polite company? Yeah, right" 

Ms Prim's glare held all the warmth of an arctic winter; his fragile cockiness deflated in an instant. How the 
hell do you handle this.. this.. bitch? He slid off the table, fumbled his way back into his clogs and went to find a 
cloth to wipe the table clean Ms Prim gave a nod of approval and took a seat. 

"Now," she said. "| understand that you gentlemen have some questions?" 

"Yes! If you're a fairy godmother, then where's your wand?" Kirk looked triumphant. 

Ms Prim sighed. "What is it with men and phallic symbols?" she asked, wearily. She reached inside her purse 
and drew out a rather squat wooden wand, with a tarnished star fixed to one end. A shaft of light caught the 
star--everyone held their breath, eyes fixed firmly on the star--and it twinkled in a rather tired and 
bedraggled fashion 

Lars stifled a snigger behind his hand. The wand was at complete odds with her slick and urbane appearance. 
Ms Prim turned a fierce glare onto him, then glanced speculatively around the room. In front of Lars, on the 
table, sat an almost-full can of Diet Coke with Lemon. With a swish and flick of her wrist, the star on the end 
of the wand glowed a pure silvery-white for a moment, flooding the room with moonlight which slowly faded 
away. 

An immense watermelon appeared on the table top and wobbled slightly, Lars was nowhere to be seen. Kirk, 
James and Rob stared at the melon, then swivelled to stare at Ms Prim who was calmly putting her wand 
back in her purse. She returned their stares with interest. 


"What, you were expecting a pumpkin?" 


The melon rocked, then slowly rolled towards them. Lars's shocked face came into view as he clambered back 


onto his chair. Seated, the top of his head just peeked over the top of the melon. 
"Thank fuck for that," Rob exclaimed. 


"Huh?" asked Lars. 


"We thought you were the melon 
"I think it's my coke." He looked uncertain. "I do feel kinda weird, tho." 


"Its fucking sleight of hand, man. Or some shit with mirrors." James pawed at the melon, turning it over and 


looking for clues. The table groaned slightly. 


Ms Prim rummaged around in the kitchen drawer and returned to the table with a large knife and some plates. 


They all winced as she plunged the knife into the centre of the melon and cut a thick slice. 
"Would anyone care for some watermelon? Far more refreshing than that nasty Coca-Cola, I'm sure.” 


"No one?" She sniffed disdainfully and settled down to eat. Her lips surrounded the icy red flesh of the melon 
and Lars found it hard to drag his eyes away. Preventing his brain from wondering how those lips would feel 
wrapped around his cock proved to be much more difficult. The image seemed firmly entrenched in his mind. 


He berated himself as Ms Prim dabbed daintily at her lips with a napkin 


Kirk raised a finger. Ms Prim quirked an impeccably groomed eyebrow and turned to look at him. A soft blush 
spread over his face as he spoke, "How long will you be staying with us, Ms Prim?" 


"Until the wind changes." When they looked confused she chuckled. "Oh, wait. Wrong audience." She took a sip of 
water. "I shall be here for as long as Mr Ulrich needs my services." James, Kirk and Rob turned as one and 


glared at Lars who shrank back in his chair. 
"She's like Mary Poppins on crack, man," Rob whispered to Kirk. 
Bob stuck his head round the door. "Has anyone seen Phil? It's not like him to be late.” 


A low susurrus of conversation ensued, followed by much shaking of heads. A small, polite sound drew their 


attention back to Ms Prim. She looked smug. "Ah yes, your guru. I'm afraid he won't be coming back." 
"What did you do to him?" Lars demanded. 


Kirk jerked his hand away from the fruit bowl, staring suspiciously at one ripening red-green mottled apple in 


particular. 


ww 
An uncomfortable routine developed over the next few weeks. Early each morning Ms Prim arrived--he never 
did find out how she got in. Considering the possibilities gave him a headache--dragged him out of bed with 
threats of making a nice melon patch in his yard, and took him jogging. He was fairly sure that they were 
jokes, but he always got up, just in case she was serious. In any case, she cut a dashing figure in her neatly 
pressed white shorts and T-shirt and he certainly had no objection to watching her streak past him... 


The afternoon meditation sessions in his newly-repainted office-- "Sage green, darling So soothing’--were 
absolute torture; the little zen waterfall that she installed in one corner of his newly repainted office made 
him constantly want to pee. He was becoming to the dismal conclusion that she must be a demon from the 


deepest bowels of Hell. There was no down-time--his days were crammed full of positive, productive activities. 


Oddly, he was starting to feel more in control.. happier. At the same time, it hadn't escaped his notice that 
everyone else was starting to look miserable. James, was particularly unhappy as Ms Prim had arranged for 
the decorators to paint over the graffiti-wall in the studio. Apparently it had taken several thick coats of 
virginal white paint, and the stink of the fumes was strong enough to rival James's fury. 


"Why is she punishing us? She's supposed to be here to make you happy.. do you have something against 
graffiti, Lars?" James paced around Lars's office, fists clenched and almost shaking with rage. "What's fucking 


next--a swear jar?" 


Lars choked on his Diet Coke with Lemon. "Fuck, | fucking hope not!" he said, between splutters. They both 
winced as sharp footsteps sounded in the corridor. It was a mystery as to how Ms Prim managed to get her 
footsteps to echo so clearly through such thick carpet. There was a collective sigh of relief her footsteps 
continued past the door. 


we 
"One guitar at a time, please, Mr Hetfield" Ms Prim said from the corner of the A-studio, where she perched 


on the piano stool. 


James's shoulders tensed then drooped. "Fine. Fine" He slammed the Deerskull Explorer into its case, and 
roughly grabbed his Les Paul, knocking the tuning pegs awry. A discordant yowl burst from the strings when 
he strummed them. "Bitch. This is your fault.” 


Lars slouched down behind his kit and Rob and Kirk retreated to the far side of the room as the ambient 
temperature plummeted. Selene slid off her stool and approached James. She talked softly to him for a few 
minutes; Lars, Kirk and Rob watched with morbid fascination as all colour drained out of his face. Finally, he 


said in meek tones, "Sorry, Ms Prim." 
A few days later, a despondent group of musicians gathered in the HQ kitchen. "I spoke to Peter..." Lars said. 
"Does he have any bright ideas?" Kirk perked up and looked hopefully at him. 


"No," Lars rolled his eyes, "He thinks that she sounds like perfection. He's fuckin’ delighted that the album's 


almost done and that we're all organised. He thinks we should take her on four with us." 


"Tour?" Kirk's eyes bulged unbecomingly. "Shit, we have to get rid of her. Can't you pretend to he happy, Lars? 
For fuck's sake, she took Bob to the hairdressers for a restyle! He's in the editing suite babbling something 


about being a modern Samson..." 


"He raised his voice!" Rob added. 


Lars groaned and slumped forward dramatically, resting his head on the table. "Why the fuck do | have to do 
everything" he moaned. 


"Because it's your fault," came the unsympathetic response from James. 

~ ew 

Ms Prim paused in the doorway to Lars's office, a look of surprise on her face. "Did you skip your run?" she 
asked accusingly. 

"No," Lars said. "I went early ‘cause | wanted to get a head-start on these galleys for Steffan" 


Ms Prim looked rather flummoxed. "And your meditation?" she ventured. 


"Already done. I'm centered and ready for a positive day at work" He threw her a snappy salute and a cheeky 


grin. 


The look of surprise gave way to grudging admiration and then... a look of pride settled on her face. "Well, this 


is excellent, Mr Ulrich. I'm thrilled at your initiative and it makes what | was going to say so much easier...” 
Lars held his breath. 


"If you have no objections, I'd like to cut our time short. It seems that Mr Rose, in a brief moment of lucidity, 
has requested my services. Will this be inconvenient for you?" 


"Axl has moments of lucidity?" he said, scratching his head. 

Ms Prim frowned at him. 

"Ah. No, that won't be a problem, and you know.. I'd like to thank you for all your help. | couldn't have gotten 
my shit together..um.." he flashed a boyish grin, "back on track without you." He got up from his chair and 
walked to the door in a few energetic strides. Taking Ms Prim’s hand, he started to shake it, then, feeling a 
surge of true gratitude, pulled her into a deep hug. She emerged in some disarray and spent a few moments 
smoothing her hair back in place before meeting his eyes. 


"Goodbye, Lars." 


She turned smartly and marched back down the corridor leaving Lars with the lingering impression of the 


rustle of many-layered skirts. 


Fuckin’ finally, man!" Lars sagged against the door frame. "| just wish--" His eyes grew round as saucers. "Fuck 


no! No more wishing. Shut the fuck up, Ulrich. Get yourself into more fucking trouble. Not another wish, fuck. 


No more...” 


He was still muttering as he dropped the mini-waterfall into the trash can. 


